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BEING INVISIBLE 
ROCHELLE MARTIN 


Being in isible 


Be ng invisible 


Being invisi le 


Bein invisible 


Being invi ible 


eing invisible 


doesn’t mean the ears can’t hear 
words don’t just bounce off 
each rude syllable stings 

cutting to the core 


doesn’t stop the eye from seeing 
rampant anger and hatred 
where the fight is more important, 
more exciting than forgiveness 


cannot protect the heart 


can’t stop the emotions 
no matter how high the walls 
or how convincing the mask 


can never stop tears from falling, 
the pain, or the hopelessness 
will never disappear 


won’t smother the dreams 
that long to peek through. 
isn’t the answer 
it is running away. 


JOURNEYS UNSEEN 
MARIAH HUTCHERSON 


AUBURN 8& 
SARAH PIPPENGER 


Fall 
Brittaney Houshoulder 


Fall sneaks in 
a teenager 
after curfew. 
He tiptoes on 
the leaves that 
cover the floor, 
hoping not to 
make a sound. 
Then when close, 
he slips into 

his room. 


Green Means Go 
Veronica Sipe 


Waiting for lights 
and waiting for love, 
waiting for skies 
to clear up above. 


Waiting for rides 

and waiting for calls, 
waiting for games 
to start in the fall. 


Waiting for scores, 

and waiting for bells, 
waiting for secrets 

you'll swear not to tell. 


Waiting for life 
to start up some day? 
Just get up and live it, 
or you'll wait it away. 


Leaves of oranges 
Reds and greens 
Seas of purple 

Blues and pinks 
Golden rays filter 
From the sky 

Mmm, dear sunflower 
Of my eye 

A fresh new breath 
Fills up our bowls 
Cottage cheese 

And pineapples 
Laughter dances 
Throughout the room 
Souls whirl and twirl 
With the moon 
Bodies bathed in the 


AFTER THE RAIN. 


Sweet scent of skin 

Refreshing renewal BRENT LEMBERG 

Found from within 

Spirit kissing spirit ct 

As hearts find homes pian yn wet Beckon me 
Innocence tracing Ki Hard pedals at my feet 
Bones blessing bones My finger alight 


Heavenly gifts 
Shared in the sunrise Sy 


n 
Blanket of light Diy ower, 
Treasures our sighs “nin Eve 
A beautiful song two 9er 


Crickets softly sing 
Mountains of hope where 
Dreamers can dream 
Tears of promise 

And rain of trust 

Purity reached 

Fleeing from lust 
Smiling faces and 
Beaming bright eyes 
Deepening wrinkles and 
Stretching laugh lines 
You and |, both 

Lovers of Christ 

Mmm, lovely sunflower 
Of my eye 


The thnill of unplayed song 
Is energy in my hands 
Unplayed song, untold story 
Notes hanging, waiting 
To come alive and dance together 
| play the keys 
Releasing the notes 
To fly and dance steps never learned 
| stumble, but manage to make music 
The notes come and teach me to play 
My spint is lifted 
In music and swirling notes 
Not knowing what will come next 
The song unfolds 
Now the story Is told 
| stop, it ends 
And in the silence 
its memory plays in my head 


The Dark of Night 
Katherine Piercy 


The dark of night can see no light 

The stars are hidden from me 

I feel no warmth upon my face my heart refuses to chase 
I am cold and hollow vy 2 (RES: 

With no guide to follow 

My path is far from clear 

I cant see my own reflection 

in a mirror 

My soul is gone 

Can I go on? 

The sun just will not shine 

For you are no longer mine 

Life is not worth this dark despair 
My heart cannot repair 

For only cold remains 

It grips me with its chains 

As my mind wonders back and I see 
When the sun shined and warmed me 
I try to freeze the moment, 

but it won't stay 

I wallow in my grave dismay 

But wait 

What do I see in the night? 

A new star shining on me, its light 
Warming me and giving me new life 
It frees me from my strife 

I am warm and whole 

It frees my soul 

The dark of night 

Holds great light 

For now I see 

The enigma you were to me 


MADAME PLUM BLOSSOM 
KEVIN LEIGH-MANUELL 


Philosophical Discussion with a Bird 
Michael Groleau 


The air was crisp against my face as I walked out of my hilltop shack, brown and rickety; no, it 
was closer to sepia, actually. That shack had been home to me for more than thirty years but I loved 
it—its precarious positioning lent to me a glorious view of the Pisgah National Forest. This beautiful 
autumn morning I had decided that I would go out for the day and admire nature’s majesty. The 
blazing sun’s rays beat down intensely but they were dulled by the gentle breeze gliding through the air. 

The first thing I saw was the massive oak tree that shaded my house. All its leaves had turned 
a brilliant crimson and I witnessed the first fall from that seemingly immeasurable height. It was 
breathtaking how it blissfully carried itself along the wind’s currents for some time, slowly but surely, 
until it nestled itself in a small grassless patch surrounded by the tree’s colossal roots. What beauty! 
What elegance! Mother Nature seduces me mercilessly with her perennial gaze. I felt an urge to 
sketch the tree, as I have done many times before, but I decided that I couldn’t possibly spare a single 
moment when the limitless reaches of that magnificent landscape beckoned me. And so, I proceeded 
with my journey. 

I followed the forest path admiring the sights before me, one by one, cherishing every moment. 
Tree after beautiful tree astounded me with twisting branches and seasonal leaves; not one quite like 
another. Perhaps one of the greatest things I encountered was an enormous stone (one could go as 
far as to call it a small mountain, I suppose). Oh, how I felt so small next to that hulk of a rock, but I 
embraced it and quickly composed a poem about it. 


Oh Stone—beautiful stone 
Man’s greatest creations cannot compare 


With your calm, silent tone 
Oh Stone 


Satisfied, I continued my wondrous quest. As I walked, I heard a crackle and bent down to 
discover a newly fallen leaf that I had carelessly mangled under my foot. I felt its dead, dry texture and 
could momentarily feel my eyes glisten with tears. 

“Say, what are you doing there?” exclaimed a voice above. 

I nervously jumped to my feet. “Who said that?” 

“Right here.” I turned to see a crow, black as night, staring down at me from a branch. Oh, how 
the mind can play tricks. I had almost believed that this crow had spoken to me, but before I could 
begin to look for the true source of the voice, I saw the crow’s pointed beak open. 

“Yes, it was me who spoke. What are you doing with that leaf?” 

I was greatly startled by this, but as perplexed as I was I merely responded, “I was only admiring 
the life that was once in this beautiful leaf. I’m terribly sorry for crushing it. I should have been more 
careful.” 

“What is this rubbish you speak of? No one cares about the life of that leaf. It cannot speak, 
nor move. It is as useless as the wind that carried it to its final resting place. How can a human such as 
yourself empathize with a leaf?” 


Bewilderment had left me and what remained was irritation towards this irreverent bird, “How 
can you say that? Even you must know that all living things must die. How can you not feel remorse 
for a life lost that could have easily been your own?” 

“This would is cruel. Survival of the fittest is the law of the land, and if you wish to be at the 
strong end of society, you can only look out for yourself. Others hold you back from your goals only 
to find their own successes. You will be left gasping for air. The death of another is meaningless if you’ 
cannot preserve yourself.” | 

The crow was speaking in broader terms now. I had always been alone in my shack, but I 
yearned for a long time for someone to talk to. I didn’t want to scare him away, but I felt I must point 
out his flawed view. “But there is only so much you can accomplish yourself. Others can help and 
guide you when you are incapable, alone.” 

“Really? Is that why you have lived by yourself all these years? How can I believe anything 
you say, you bumbling fool?” 

His words cut my heart like daggers. I couldn’t believe the audacity of this bird. I anxiously 
defended myself. “I don’t need anyone to accomplish my goals in life. All I want is to live in harmony 
with nature, and to write poetry, and create art, too! You are a selfish bird that wants nothing but an 
ordinary life, isolated from everyone else. What useful things can you possibly accomplish with such a 
supercilious attitude?” 

‘You see this?” beckoned the crow, pointing to his nest. “This nest is designed flawlessly, 
crafted of only the hardiest twigs this forest has to offer. I gathered them by myself, of course. It was 
backbreaking work, but when you are as intelligent as I, you know the real profit of carrying your own 
weight. If I had collaborated with other birds to collect the finest sticks, they would have surely stolen 
the best they found for their own nests.” The crow closed his eyes and nodded. He continued to preach 
in his enlightened tone. 

“And it is so strategically placed, too! See, there?” bragged the crow now pointing to a log on 
the ground. “There are always worms for me to eat right under that log. They all congregate over there 
and I discovered this in only three days of searching for the perfect location. Other birds would only 
be concerned with taking as much for themselves as possible and you can be sure they would have 
cleaned out the colony in a week. You see? I have provided for myself so that I will live a longer, more 
prosperous life. This is all I need to be happy, considering I am just an ordinary bird.” I was quite 
intrigued by his astute elocution. I waited for him to continue, but my opinion of him was quickly 
changed when he squinted at me and changed his tone entirely. 

“What about you, then? You cannot expect me to believe that you can live your life with no 
regrets, without even trying to create the smallest bit of purpose for yourself? For example, that poor 
excuse for a house—that eyesore could be fixed up without too much work. I’d sooner be living in 
no nest at all than in a home as pathetic as that. Oh, and admiring nature? I have not heard of a more 
useless existence. As a crow, I may only live up to ten years, but at least I spend mine doing something 
worthwhile. Make a name for yourself and become a lumberjack, or even a carpenter. You could even 
sell your crafts to people in the city in return for money to fix your house with. You know what would 
be even better? Sell that abominable shack and move into the city. The opportunities available to you 
in an urban area are endless. Maybe then you can finally jumpstart this pathetic thing you call a life.” 


I was dumbstruck. This bird had ripped my heart from my chest and burned it to ashes. I flared 
up, ready to stab back at him, but I suddenly froze. I didn’t have a retort at all. Perhaps this bird was 
right. Perhaps my entire life was a pointless waste of time. “You’re right. I suppose I should move 
into the city to do something meaningful.” I sounded like a zombie and I hated myself. I didn’t believe 
a single word I was saying, but suddenly I came to understand that there must be a better life for me 
away from the forest. This bird was far wiser than I and there seemed to be no other logical action but 
to follow his sage advice. 

“Impressive, it seems you have a decent head on those shoulders after all. Come by tomorrow, 
and I will wish you luck and bid you a final farewell. There’s nothing like finding your life’s purpose. 
Be glad you found it before Death found you.” 

“T look forward to it,’ I said. Now my mood had improved dramatically. I saluted the crow and 
sprinted home. It was already dark and I decided J should get as much rest as I possible could, so I 
would be prepared for the big day ahead. 
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I woke up bright and early the next day. After consuming my hearty oatmeal breakfast, I opened 
my closet. Far in the back, I found a business suit, dusty beyond recognition, and a pair of dress pants 
in a similar state. I smacked them a few times, creating quite a cloud, and then carefully put them 
on. For once I cared about my appearance. I wanted the big bosses of my new life to look at me with 
respect, so that I may one day reach the high office they themselves have worked so hard to achieve. 

I looked myself in the mirror after I had finished combing my hair. The person I saw was not the 
person that had lived in this shack for more than thirty years. What I saw was a man who after years 
of wandering, dazed and confused, had finally found a purpose. This was my first step to becoming a 
superior individual, just like the wise crow. 

It was a long way to Greensboro. I grabbed my money reserves and put some food and clothing 
in a backpack, then headed outside. I didn’t have a car yet, so I grabbed my bike from behind the 
shack. Before departing, I took a glance at the giant oak tree guarding my house like an angelic spirit. 
That will probably raise the value of the house, I thought. I began to make my way toward where I had 
met the crow. It excited me to think of returning one day a few years from now, and showing him what 
a brilliant man I had become. 

When I finally reached the spot where I met him I called out, “Crow! Hey, Crow! Where are 
you? I’m about to depart. I’m about to begin my new life!” There was no response, so I was quite 
confused. He said he wanted to see me off so he had to be nearby. I looked behind the tree and under 
his log, but I couldn’t find the mischievous creature anywhere. Suddenly, I saw him right in front of 
me. Oh, how I wish I never had seen him that day. I wish I had just decided that he hadn’t come to see 
me off. I wish I had gotten on my bike and rode to the city to start my new life. But, I didn’t get on my 
bike. Instead, I was greeted by the horrific sight of the crow, dead and deformed. He must have fallen 
from the tree; his twisted shape told the story of his death. He had a hole in his body about the-size of a 
shotgun shot, one that likely ricocheted from far away. 


What a mockery the Fates burdened upon me! Such a careful creature shouldn’t have to die this 

way! I could not prevent the tears from falling this time as I loudly grieved for this poor bird’s lost 

life. After a long while, I composed myself. I brought the bird back to my house and buried him right — 
under my giant oak tree. I marked the spot with a granite stone and engraved on the tree above, “The 
soul dies, but the dream will always survive.” My hand shook as I carved these words. This bird had 
no dream and, consequently, had no legacy. It was the same now with me. I no longer had a dream and) 
when I’m dead I will leave nothing behind except my brown, rickety shack. I returned to my house and) 
never left again. 


. 
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A TRIP INTO TIME 
KRISTIN HERBERT 
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Clouds 
Emily Hollenberg 


In the winter 

When it gets cold 

But never cold enough for snow 
‘When you and I walk to school 

And I stash my cigs into my purse 

We can see our breath. 

inter is kind of like fall 

With crunchy leaves 

Always littering the ground. 

You and I walk 

And crunch 

And talk 

| And our breath 

Rises before us like clouds. 

Our breath furls up 

Twists 

Bends 

Breathes 

And then it 

Floats away, disappearing. 

Sometimes I wonder 

If maybe 

Before I want to 

We'll furl 

Twist 

Bend 

Breathe 

And then float away 

Disappearing. 
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Slipping Through the Cracks 
Rochelle Martin 


Slipping through the cracks 
Stumbling 

and tripping 
over my own 

feet 
A face in the millions 
Crowded on the sidewalk 
Pushed and shoved 
This way and that 
Losing sight of something 


Searching hopelessly 


Not tall enough to see above people’s heads STALKER 


I trip and feel myself f ASHLEY BRANNING 
a 


Unable to catch myself 


Alone in the millions 
Slipping through the cracks unnoticed. 


12 


—— 


FOOTPRINTS IN THE SAND 
JAMIE JENNNINGS 


Little Sand Crabs 


Matt Bennett 


My final thought before the truck hit me was of my father’s car. My first thought after 
the truck hit me was of the little sand crabs in Georgia. I didn’t see the truck pulling around the 
corner, no one would have. And now here I am. I was told my entire life that I’d be standing 
at the pearly gates, waiting to have judgment passed on me. I was told that my life would be 
looked at, evaluated, and then it would be decided where my eternal soul would rest. 

I guess that’s not the case. 

My husband and I had a conversation about the human race just a few weeks before the 
semi truck hit me, forcing my red minivan to curl around the grill, and squeezing in the sides 
of the car around me. They put so many nice things in that van: extra-wide cup holder, a CD 
player, GPS navigation, automatic headlights. But when that truck hit, all of these things closed 
around me. 

This is hopelessness. 

My final thought before everything went black was of my father’s car. I remember it 
didn’t have any of this. No power windows, no windshield wipers, not even any seat belts. It 
just had plushy leather seats and enough room for the entire family to sit when we went on 
vacations. There was none of that other crap around to close in around me and crush me. 

“Tt’s scary to think about it,’ I told my husband aw we sat in the living room late one 
night a few weeks before the truck hit me. The kids were in bed, we were just sitting on the 


couch together watching the news. Looking back on it, I should have held his hand. e 


I should have put my arm around him. 

I should have done a lot of things. 

“Huh?” 

“To think that we’re going to all kill ourselves. There’s going to be a day when we all die 
and all of human existence will be gone.” 

“We’re too stupid, Claire. All these drugs and guns and weapons and wars and 
politicians. It’s really our fault.” 

“Yeah...that’s the worst part.” 

This is hopelessness. 

I was always told that when you die, you stood at the pearly gates and they passed 
judgment on you. That’s not the case. As soon as things went black, I saw a tiny speck of light, 
and I knew that it was the universe being created. It was the same way that I knew my name. I 
wasn’t taught this, I just knew it. 

As the universe exploded in every direction, expanding at the speed of light, I watched in 
fast motion as a tiny solar system formed around a single sun. One planet in this solar system, 
one that began to be covered in water, was what stood out to me. I felt I was watching the 
earth’s life in motion faster than I could keep up with. However, I knew everything. I could 
hear every voice, I knew everything that was going on. I was omniscient. 


I watched monkeys walk. I watched tools created. I watched food and animals domesticated. 
Wars were fought, cities were built, nations crumbled. And yet, through it all, there was no 
great flood. There was no boy slaying a giant. There were only humans and their stupid little 
inventions. 

I watched the American Revolution, Napoleon’s Army, World War II. In the blink of 
an eye, I was there, and I was gone. I watched my family mourn me after the truck forced 
my minivan to wrap around its grill. I saw the man who had driven the truck speaking to my 
husband and kids with remorse. 

This is hopelessness. 

And then my husband was gone. My kids had kids, and they had kids, and they had kids. 
I watched my house wither away, bought and sold a handful of times before a fire wiped it out, 
along with the house next to it. I watched my entire neighborhood get demolished and replaced 
by taller, wider houses, all brought about in the Urban Reconstruction Project of 2098. 

Then the missiles were fired. America fired first, and since this was 17 years after the 
new international laws were passed, they were the only ones with bombs. When Los Angeles 
was invaded, more bombs were sent out. Somewhere in the mix, another country got a hold of a 
few, and America was hit. 

It was quiet for a while. Cities were rebuilt slowly, but the violence continued. Years 
and years and years after I watched my house burn down, I saw another house being built in its 
place. Civilization had rebuilt itself, and it was mostly cradled in southern Africa, the womb of 
mankind. But it was short-lived. Less than a 100 years after the bombs were fired, everyone 
was gone. No cars hummed, no radios blared, no politicians lied. 
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There was silence. 

This is hopelessness. 

I watched the buildings become overgrown with ivy, I watched the roads crumble into dust. 
The boats sank. The oil rigs collapsed. Everything was wiped away. If you put something in the 
ground long enough, it becomes biodegradable. And all the way, the animals roamed. 

New species cam about, species previously thought to be extinct were seen mingling around. 
Everything was pulled back into the ground, and out came the forests that once stood before we 
tore them all down. Of course there were bare spots in the world, scars in Washington DC, where 
the nuclear fallout would never let anything grow. 

I watched the ozone layer rebuild itself, I watched the atmosphere flourish and thrive without 
the carbon emissions. I watched polar ice caps gather themselves up and serve as our favorite giant 
ice cubes once more. 

I don’t know how much time went by before the monkeys came back, but it took longer for 
them to come back than they were here. They didn’t get too far though. Their tools came about 
another time, some of them even ancient relics of our time, but the asteroid cleaned things up, just 
like before. 

Things sped up, quite literally like the fast-forward button was pushed, and I watched it all 
happen two or three more times. Something big happened, a species climbed and climbed and 
climbed, and then they were gone. Every time they were wiped out, the animals would just crawl 
around and keep on going. 

This continued until the sun burnt out. No one replaced it. No one invented a better one, or 
a bigger one. It shrank a bit before wiping everything out, our little rock included. 


GETTING AWAY 15 
MOLLY STEENPORT 


I saw how small we were as things began flying. I realized that our little solar system is a 
grain of sand in our galaxy, which is just a grain of sand in our cluster, which is just a grain of 
sand in our universe. And then outside our universe, I imagined a great being looking in at us 
like a snow globe, shaking it and giving it to his overweight aunt. The sides crunched in and 
everything came back to that tiny speck, and in that tiny speck, I thought of the little sand crabs 
in Georgia. 

While that little speck of light sat there, suspended, I thought of sticking my toes in 
the sand when I was seventeen years old. I was on vacation with my family, though my 
dad’s car had been sold by now for one with power windows and windshield wipers. I had 
woken up before everyone, and gone out to the beach to wash my sandals in the water. When 
I approached the edge of the water, movement caught my eye, and a dozen little sand crabs 
skittered and scattered and clattered away from me in the water. 

I stood there in the ocean, the water up to my ankles and the sand cleaned from my feet 
while the little crabs looked up at me, the stalks of their eyes sitting just over the surface of the 
water. They watched me in wonder, and at that age, I thought about how fascinated they were 
at how large and intelligent I was. When I was done cleaning my feet, I stepped back, and the 
crabs clattered and scattered and skittered back to the same exact spots they were in when I 
approached. 

I realize now, after the truck has hit me, that those eyes were not watching me with envy, 
they were watching me with pity. They had been there long before I had been, and when I 
came, they moved away. When I left, they returned to their normal lives. They would continue 
on until something destroyed them, but it wouldn’t be their fault, it would be because it was 
their time to go. We humans are one of the newest species of anything on the planet, and when 
we're gone, all the same ones will still be here. 

This is hope. 

Hope is watching buildings overgrown with ivy, the roads crumbling into dust, and the 
boats sinking. Hope is the knowledge that long after we make our own mistakes, the world will 
still be okay. Hope is seeing those little eyes look up at you from the water. 

As I stare at that little speck of light for the second time, I am not surprised to see it 
explode. It expands. 

Again. 

It reaches out. 

Again. 

It all starts over, it tries again, it gets a second chance. 

Again, and again, and again, and again. 

“Again,” the little crabs say to me, “a second chance.” 

“Again,” they say, “it all just happens again and again.” 

“Again,” the bright light says, the expanding universe, the expanding Again, “open your 
eyes and see that it’s all happening again.” 


“Again,” the bright light says, “Open your eyes again, Claire, you’ve been in an accident.” 
This is hope. 
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| have had on TUNNEL VISION 


The secret thought CASEY KIZER 
That maybe And then | 

A fork would want Stab things with my fork 

To be a spoon. And | wonder if 

I've never told Maybe a fork wonted to be less 

Anybody about this Ferocious. 

Thought especially To me spoons seem to be S 

Not you | Dainty and rather delicate En P09 

Because these things For the silverware world. Uy Xy, Qs 

Wind up in your Forks always stab OL] 
Notebook. — Knives always cut 26¢e 
And maybe it would But spoons just scoop harmlessly. US 
Make me seem more insecure Maybe the silverware world 

to you Is like the human world 

Or myself. And | am just a spoon. 


Sometimes | look at myself 


Upside down in spoons 17 


Strangers tell me I’m not invisible 
say | am too quiet 
make assumptions about me 


Don’t tell me who | am. 
You don’t know me. 


Friends encourage and give advice 
explaining why | feel this way 
or that way 


Don’t tell me what | think. 
My thoughts are my own. 


Parents tell me | am beautiful p 
to make right choices hy Sf 
inform me about my future 
and what will happen 


Don’t assume what my life will be like 
or what my choices will be. 
You won't be making them, | will! 


Don't tell me how to act 
or what to say 
It is my life to live. 


Don’t tell me how | should lead it. 
Don’t tell me what | should be. 


Sl 


| decide. 
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Sequins, Tears and Other Sparkly Things 
Jordan Smith 


Sequined costumes, itchy tights, tearful rehearsals, and spotlighted performances run 

in my blood. Northeast School of Dance, the forty-year-old studio in Georgetown Square, has 
been my second home for nearly fifteen years. I’ve watched the walls change from pale melon 
orange, to pastel yellow, to Pepto-Bismol pink; strangely, it’s as if I’ve transitioned with the 
changing colors of the walls. ’ve walked through the same glass door, past the gossiping tap 
moms in the white plastic lawn chairs, multiple times a week for nearly my whole life. Over 
the years, I’ve learned how to dodge the toddlers crawling all over the gray carpet, and which 
snappy moms to avoid. 

Past the waiting room, a whole other world exists. Girls of all ages in colorful leotards 
and layered tanks, chatter scattered about on the carpet while munching on fifty-cent candy 
from the front desk. Mint green cubbies and old wooden benches line the lounge room for 
the dancers. Hoards of Vera Bradley bags, with shiny patent leather tap shoes glinting inside, 
spill out of the cubbies. Four dance rooms each with the same dusty black floor and full-length 
mirrors surround the second waiting room. All over the studio, are pictures hanging proudly in 
identical wooden frames. As a young girl, I spent my time before class admiring the pictures of 
classes gone by. I giggled at the poofy-sleeved costumes and the big hair that was sprayed with 
aerosol until it became a fire hazard. But mostly I stared at those pictures looking forward to the 
time when I too would be able to dance like the “older girls”. I wanted, desperately wanted, to 
have the ability to dance with grace, style, and abandon. 

I would stand on my tippy toes in order to see through the viewing window. I hoped to 
catch just a glimpse of the older girls leaping across the room in a brilliant flash of color. If the 
viewing window was closed, I would lie flat on my stomach, sprawled across the floor, and peek 
under the door. Mesmerized by the magical feet, I knew dance and I were perfectly inseparable; 
we were two peas in a pod. 

Ballet was my first love. I shyly entered my first ballet class the fall I turned six years old. 
The ballet room still has a sweet musty smell, a mix of lavender air freshener and dance shoes. 
An ancient piano with chipped white paint and bronze lining sits in the back corner. Next to 
the piano is the file cabinet on which the CD player named Norman sits. Every CD player that 
enters the ballet room is named, a tradition started by Miss Ann, my first ballet teacher. Miss 
Ann was tall and statuesque. Mismatched earrings poked out under her short red hair. Passion 
spilled from her eyes and her words were saturated with wisdom. Energy and enthusiasm 
radiated from her. I was an eager student, a sponge waiting to soak up anything and everything. 
I wasn’t the best in my class. I wasn’t a natural talent; yet, I sparkled when I danced. My toes 
didn’t point quite as beautifully as the other girls, and I wasn’t as flexible as Gumby. But I loved 
dance, and that was all that mattered. 

In her ballet class I was the prima ballerina in a glittery tutu performing center stage; I 
could feel the swell of the orchestra. I could hear the thunderous applause of the audience. I 
bounded across the floor, and twirled about in endless circles. 
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The day when I would trade in my leather ballet slippers for the precious Pointe shoes real 
ballerinas wore seemed ever closer. I waited in contagious anticipation for the day I too would 
be a real dancer. The fall I turned twelve years old I enrolled in my first Ponte class; the passion 
God planted deep inside me was finally becoming reality. 

The first glorious day of Pointe class had finally arrived. My satin slippers of soft 
romantic pink with long graceful ribbons were finally ready to be worn. I tenderly took them 
from the box and held them in my hands. I couldn’t help but smile. I gingerly placed the lambs 
wool in the bottom of each shoe to protect my toes. I slid one foot in under the thick band of 
elastic and carefully wound the ribbon around my ankle. I stood up and realized how horribly 
uncomfortable if not painful these shoes were. The old adage beauty before pain echoed in my 
mind. I waddled into class looking more like a duck than a ballerina. I struggled through the 
first class, barely able to get up on the box of my shoes even with the aid of the bar. My ankles 
were incredibly uncooperative. I wanted new feet, the magical feet that other girls seemed 
to have. Week after week that winter my heart fought with my feet. My feet were winning 
the battle. I was not cut out to be a true ballerina. For the first time, it was not my smile that 
sparkled but my tears. 
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KILEY VORNDRA 


One evening in late December, Miss Ann pulled me aside after class. My feet were throbbing 
with pain and my joy was replaced with sheer frustration. She smiled gently and rested her 
hand on my arm. “Jordan,” she said, ““You may continue in this class if you wish, but it will 
only bring you pain. You will probably not ever be able to dance on Pointe.” Tears welled up 
in my eyes. The world was crashing and I was left without cover. I opened my mouth to speak, 
but words would not come out. Tears rolled furiously down my cheeks. But Miss Ann was not 
finished, “It’s not the shoe that makes the dancer.” Her words were soft, but I couldn’t look 
at her. I murmured a tearful, “Thank you,” and left the ballet room with my eyes blurred and 
throat burning. Somewhere inside of me, I knew that she was right. But emotion clouded out 
reason, I didn’t want her to be right. I simply wanted to dance. 

I returned to Pointe class the next week, only to be greeted with frustration and pain. 
After a few more weeks of continued disappointment, I hung my Pointe shoes up, permanently. 
To this day they hang on the corner of my mirror, a mere reminder of what could have been. 
I still dance at the studio, taking class in the same musty ballet room. At the start of every class, 
I’m sure to catch a glimpse of the simple sign hanging on the wall next to the print of a Degas 
painting. It says, ““ What you are is God’s gift to you, what you become is your gift to God”. 
God did not make me a prima ballerina: I was not to become a prima ballerina. I may dance 
with bare feet instead of satin shoes, but the beauty remains. Now as I look at the pictures 
hanging about the studio, I don’t sigh waiting for the day when I will dance like the “older 
girls”. I don’t sigh because that day is here. Had Miss Ann not guided me in her wisdom, my 
true gift might have gone unwrapped. Through dance I share the love of Christ. My feet may 
not glint in the stage lights and I may not wear sequined tutus, but I sparkle with far greater 
radiance. 


INFECTION 
MATT VOGHT 


I traveled to a place of 
poverty and richness, 


Trash lay all about the 

streets, animals bone 

thin, and the people 
dirty and undressed, 


The housing far beyond 
imagine, the streets 
paved of dirt, and the 
heat a scorching 
nightmare, 


But yet it was 
immaculate, 


The people full of joy 
and love, 


The children bound of 
laughter and smiles, 


Giving spirits found at 
every corner, while food 
ran thin, the giving 
spirit only became 
stronger, 


A richness not made of 
wealth nor possessions, 
but of faith and life, 


They had next to 
nothing, but their 
happiness surpassed all 
else, 


For God spoke to me 
and made it apparent 
what little you have will 
bring more joy than all 
things in the world, 
Blessed are we who live 
the lives we do, but let 
us use them to help the 
needy and poor, 


For I know now that my 
richness is found in 
Jesus Christ, not in 
what I own in this 
world! 


Life is Normal 
Kathryn Welch 


Life is normal 
Everything average 

| try to live out loud 
It's a challenge when 
Life is normal 
Weekly routine is a circle 
| can repeat with 

My mind half asleep when 
Life is normal 

| try to wake up and 
Live every moment 
So | won't regret 
Mistakes and missed 
Opportunity to 

Be 

Life is too precious 
To live half-hearted 

| refuse to live like 
Life is normal 
Because it isn't 

Life never is 

Each breath is new 
I'll breathe 

Il live. 
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Ping Pong 
Charles Smith 


My family is spread out all over the country. We range from Oregon to Boston. | 
have three older brothers, and two older sisters. They are all adults and have moved out, 
leaving me behind to keep an eye on our parents. We only get together in great numbers 
at Thanksgiving and Christmas. My brother and sister who live in Oregon don't typically 
come because of the distance. 

The regulars are my sister, Sarah, my brother, Isaac, and his wife and daughter, 
and my step-brother, Donnie, and his wife and two sons. My siblings Isaac and Sarah are 
closest to me in age at 30 and 33. 

My family is full of traditions. Whenever we gather at my parents’ house, a ferociou 
ping-pong tournament takes place between Isaac, Sarah, and I. 

This year’s Christmas tournament was pretty crazy. My sister Sarah flew in from 
Boston first, a couple days before Christmas, so she and | got to warm up. This was good 
because Isaac is the best of us, and we needed all the help we could get. 

Then Isaac and his family arrived. After the presents and dinner on Christmas 
day, we got to the important stuff. The three of us grabbed our beverages of choice and 
retreated into the depths of our basement where the ping-pong table is situated. | faced 
Sarah first, and lost. Sarah and | are more relaxed about the game. There were several 
hilarious moments during the match, as usual. For example, if you hit the ping-pong ball 
just right, it bounces way up on the opposing player’s side of the net and hovers in the air, 
asking to be hit with all that player’s strength. My sister proceeded to hit me a perfect 
example of this phenomenon about halfway through the match. 

The world slowed down as the ball came towards me. It bounced on my side and 
then just floated n the air, a little to my right. | brought my arms up and swung at the 
ball with all my might...and missed completely. The slow motion vision, which had been 
previously showcasing this perfect moment for me and seemed now to be punishing me 
for wasting its time, and just generally for my lameness. It allowed to me to see the ball, 
unsmashed, drop lazily to the floor. 

Upon my prompt return to regular speed, | found my sister standing there with an 
expression of complete and utter joy on her face. This, in time (.5627 seconds), turned 
into boisterous laughter that nearly left her rolling on the ground with mirth. It is hard to 
describe her laughing, but I'Il try. 
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Take a moment away from my narrative to imagine a goofy, blonde, middle school student 
who was prone to random, uncontrollable fits of ear-splittingly loud laughter trapped in a 
young thirty-something year old body. Meet my sister. To her credit, she has the biggest 
heart of anybody | know and a remarkable prowess of the mind to match (despite what | 
say the rest of the time). 

After | (cough) unexpectedly lost (I didn’t get enough sleep the night before, my wrist 
hurt, my brother was distracting me, my dog ate my homework), Isaac and I| faced each 
other. Isaac spent every free second in college studying ping-pong from the mysterious 
leader of a little know Tibetan ping-pong ninja fraternity, or at least that is what | assume 
must be true. He has the ability to put spin on the ball. 


DUCKS IN A ROW 
MOLLY STEENPORT 
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It is complete, total, berserk, unquenchable, burning frustration. He hits the ball one “dl 
and it proceeds to bounce and then magically decides to head in a completely opposite 
and unexpected direction. My siblings tell me that my desperate attempts to hit the ball — 
on these occasions’ results in a performance rivaling Monty Python’s productions in humor, 
although | repeatedly fail to observe any trace of humor in the matter. Anyway, the point is 
that | lost. Again. | 
Now it was time for the ultimate grudge match, Isaac vs. Sarah. We have some home 
videos of previous showdowns and well, it isn’t always pretty. 

| better explain something first. These little excerpts about our sibling rivalry are an : 
attempt to give nuance to the deep, underlying struggles taking place here. Okay, Sarah 
is senior to both Isaac and me in age. She took full advantage of this when she and Isaac — 
were small children. | am told terrible, mortifying stories of forced worm-eating and other 
such cruel, barbaric practices. (Although it is true that my brother was more than happy — 
to partake in these events at the time, he certainly wouldn't have participated if it werent 
for my sister’s, shall we say, suggestion?) Then Isaac grew taller, and stronger, and became 
less of a fan of worms. Let’s just say that he will slowly be getting his revenge for the next 
twenty years. It is pretty much the same story with me, minus any situations involving _ 
worms. Another factor is that about 90% of the time we have our sister topped in 
maturity. Now back to ping-pong. 

They step up to their respective sides of the table. The atmosphere is intense. 
Several volleys take place. Isaac slams the ball and misses the table, but he hits Sarah in 
the leg. He then proceeds to nail her four more times in the exact same spot. The match 
continues. Sarah tries to hit the corners on the very edge. This gives Isaac some trouble at 
first, but then he returns it with a slam that hits not only Sarah (in the exact same spot as 
before), but also the table too. 

Personally, | believe that it should count for two points. Sarah disagrees. It gets more and 
more tense as the scores get higher and the volleys get faster. Isaac is losing because he 

is trying to get too fancy. Eventually we are at that climatic last point. Sarah wins with a 
completely unspectacular hit that Isaac fails to hit. Sarah wins. Isaac is shaking his head 
in anger at himself, and Sarah is bouncing around the basement like a nuclear powered 
pogo stick, laughing. It’s over. The tension starts to bleed off, and the world slowly returns 
to normal. Isaac heads outside for a smoke. Sarah makes a hurried trip to the restroom 
(she really does get excited). | hunt through the refrigerator for some caffeine in the form 
of a Coke, quietly phrasing and rehearsing my plea for a rematch myself. 
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STEALING A KISS 
TARYN SMITH 


Futility 
Becca Freed 


Singularity is futility, 
When one’s heart longs to belong, 
While the mind dismissed such a notion. 

A constant battle between the intellect and love 
Choosing between what has been known to be good, 
And what might prove to be better. 

A bet, a gamble that may occur, 

By leaving what is known 
For what is unknown. 
The mind scoffs at such things, 

Because it believes the known 1s better, 
While the heart longs for such things. 
Chains of the known squash the heart, 

Who looks for adventure and thrill. 
A final battle will ensue, 
The outcome remains unclear. 
Who will win? 


Heart or mind, it is time to decide. 
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EXPLOSION 
RYAN HAKE 
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The Last Chapter 
Sara Edgell 


The day seemed dark and the clouds threatened rain. I sat at the dining room table, drinking 
my coffee while watching the morning news. 

“More death and destruction?” Her cheerful voice brought a smile to my face. 

“As always. So, what are your plans for today?” I asked, watching her dark curls cascade 
over her head and shoulder. A silver locket dangled around her neck. I had gotten it for her years 
ago. She had placed my heart shaped picture in it a couple hours later and said that I would always 
be in her heart. She had her head dipped low reading an article, probably on ways to improve her 
writing. Ah yes how to develop characters. I smiled to myself, she loved writing. She turned her 
eyes up to meet mine. God, they were captivating; they were a light blue mixed with green to create 
a beautiful color. 

“Are you watching me, mister?” she questioned, flashing me a smile that always made my 


heart jump. 


WALKING WITH A GHOST 
ASHLEY BRANNING 


“Couldn’t help it,” I explained, reaching over to tuck the unruly curls back behind her ear. 
She turned back to her article, obviously happy with my response. After all these years, she still 
fascinated me. I became who I am today because of everything she had done for me in the past 
sixteen years. 

“Oh, about what I’m doing today. I’m going to finish this article. Then I’m going to revise it 
one more time and head over to the editors,” she said, glowing with pride. 

“How many times have you revised it now?” I asked jokingly. I really was proud of her 
though. When we had first started dating twenty years ago, she had vowed that one day she would 
publish a novel. Her dream was finally coming true. 

“Only five,” she laughed, a slight pink touching her cheeks. Her eyes turned serious. “You 
know I couldn’t have done it without you.” 

“You know you could have.” I stood up and kissed her. I headed upstairs and got dressed 
for work. On my way back down she met me at the bottom of the stairs. Her beautiful eyes were 
clouded over. 

“T have a bad feeling, baby. Maybe we should both just stay home today,” she suggested. He 
worry-filled eyes pleaded with me. 

“You are not getting out of turning in that book, but I will stay home if you want me to,” I 
said, knowing I would do anything to reassure her. Her features softened a little. 

“That won’t affect your work at all will it?” She asked. 

“No, PI just work from home today. You know if you want I can call the kids and make sur 
everything is okay with them,” I offered. I know it sounds weird, but I had learned not to ignore he: 
gut feelings. They were never wrong. I watched as she took a deep breath and nodded. I gave her a 
soft smile that lit up her whole face. 

“You have to be the most perfect husband,” she said and pulled me into her arms for a long 
kiss. 

“You know I have a while before I have to start working,” I explained, raising my eyebrows 
and sliding my hands around her waist. She wiggled out of my grasp and dashed up the stairs, 
turning at the peak. She curled her pointer finger at me to follow; I took the stairs two at a time. 

After, we sat beside each other at the desk and worked on our laptops. I kept a hand on her 
knee and every now and then she would reach down and squeeze my fingers and smile. Sometime: 
I would glance over to see her staring intently at the screen either rewriting a scene or beefing a 
character description. I had read her novel at least 30 times over the years. I knew the characters 
and the struggles as well as my own life. She had woven an intriguing web that would hold readers 
like prey. To me she was a literary genius. She looked up at me and smiled. 

“Want some lunch?” she asked. 

“Yeah sure. I need a break anyway. I’Il call the kids while you get it ready,” I said planting a 
kiss on her pale forehead while running a wondering hand through her dark locks. 

“Perfect, Ill tell you when it’s done,” she said cheerfully and walked to the door. She 
glanced back at me and smiled. 
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I grabbed the phone and dialed my daughter’s number. I talked to her for a short time, 
enough to find out that her and my son were planning to visit the following weekend. She assured 
me she and Octzavian were doing fine, so there was nothing to worry about. After saying goodbye 
and hanging up the phone I made my way downstairs. I quietly walked to the kitchen and paused in 
the doorway. I stood, observing the center of my world for the past twenty years. 

She was about a foot shorter than me with curly hair that flowed down to her waist. She had 
a bigger chest and hips that were connected with a slim waist creating a perfect hour glass figure. 
She had barely changed over the years. I closed my eyes and pictured her face. Her features were 
easy; an oval shape with full lips, high forehead, and strong jaw. She was a classic beauty. I opened 
my eyes and met hers. 

‘What are you doing?” she questioned, smiling at me while wrapping her small hands 
around my neck. 

“Staring at a beautiful woman,” I stated honestly. 

“Well, this beautiful woman just finished lunch for her handsome husband and, boy, would 
she hate it to go to waste,” she said, playfully pulling me over to the stove. We ate lunch together 
while discussing the kids and weekend plans. She had been relieved to find they were doing well. 
Then we got back upstairs and went to work. 

“Finally, it’s done,” she chimed triumphantly. 

“Great job baby. Don’t forget to save it, though,” I suggested. She hit the save button and 
closed the laptop tucking it under her arm. 

“Okay, I’m going to the editors. I love you, baby, more than anything,” she said, kissing me 
and getting her coat to head out. 

“T love you too, baby. More than anything. Good luck, honey,” I called after her. 
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I pulled over near the exit. My heart was pounding and I couldn’t think straight. I opened the 
car door and ran over to the firefighter. All I remember was how loud my foot falls sounded on the 
pavements. When I came upon the scene, everything was crazy; I had to know what happened. 

“Ts she okay?” I screamed, “Tell me she is okay!” 

“I’m sorry, Sir,” he started, grabbing onto my arm, holding me back. I didn’t let him continue 
talking. 

“NO! Let me see her, let me go!” I yelled, trying to force my way through. I caught a 
glimpse of her car. The black metal was scrunched up like an accordion. I knew immediately my 
love was gone. Before I knew what was going on I rushed pass the tape and ripped through the 
people to her car. She wasn’t in it anymore, but I could smell her perfume. I yelled her name over 
and over. I ran to the car and pulled open the doors, finding her locket lying on the seat. I clutched 
it to my chest as strong hands pulled me away from the car and then let me stand on my own. My 
knees buckled and the world went dark as the realization came over me. I felt tears flow down my 
face and my hands wouldn’t stop shaking as I wiped them away. A medic came over and started 
talking to me. 
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“Listen, Mr. Phelps, you are in shock. I’m going to give you a calming medicine; hold still, : 
okay? Shake your head up and down if you understand me,” he coaxed. I nodded, letting him know 
I understood. Seconds after my nod of assurance, I felt a prick on my arm as I sat in the ambulance 
I was really groggy when I felt the medicine kick in. The already distorted world became even mor 
difficult to understand. I sat there for what seemed like days just staring into space. The police 
were running around cleaning up the crash area. I had to get out of the ambulance, I climbed down. 

I felt a flood of memories hit me like a punch to the stomach. Flesh tears stained my cheeks. 
By the time they had finished cleaning up what they could, my eyes were droopy and feet sluggish. 
I knew it was time to go home. 

“Mr. Phelps, this officer is going to drive you home, okay?” one man explained. 

“No, I can drive myself,” I stated clearly. I got in my car and drove to the bridge. 
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“Tonight we have a breaking news story. Trisha, to you,” the woman announced and the 
newsroom was replaced with dark night and a woman in a parka holding a small microphone. 

“Just mere hours ago, this was a scene of great tragedy. One of our local teachers was in a 
fatal car accident. Not long after the crash occurred her husband came across the scene. He was sai 
to be bringing her something she had forgotten at home. I do believe the last thing he expected was 
to find this. Onlookers say he went into shock, screaming at firefighters and others to let him see 
her. Doctors quickly took care of the situation and not long after police let him leave in his own car 
He proceeded to drive his Honda Civic off the Nessmuk bridge,” the reporter finished. They flashec 
pictures across the screen of the married couple. 

A beautiful metal locket, important, but lost forever laid beneath the muddy water of 
Nessmuk Lake near the town of Wellsboro. 
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